orew a negligee over the film of her nightgown, she caught a -glimpse
of herself in the mirror. She paused, a sudden chill creeping into
her blood.

" This is the last hour you'll be Julia Livingston," she told herself.
" The last time you'll belong to yourself------"

She pressed her fingers over her eyes. Behind their shield, she
fought for equilibrium. The twelve-storied department store in River-
side, the stone house and its corps of servants of which she was
mistress, this very guest-house------

Her hands dropped to her sides. She smiled at her reflected face,
and head high, opened the door to the bedroom.

She was propped against the pillows when Richard joined her. She
marked little things: his dressing-gown in blue; his hair always so
smoothly combed, never mussy. He sat down on the side of the bed,
and his hands closed tightly over her chiffon-covered shoulders. She
lifted serene eyes.

" Once I told you that you were mechanically inclined," he said.
He smiled faintly. " But I'm going to destroy your mechanism. Do
you know how, Julia? -I'm going to teach you what love is all about."

After the first distaste, the climbing anger at being handled, Julia's
final instinctive reaction kindled her body like a torch. Yet outwardly
she was passive, her flesh a frozen casing for her pulsing blood. In
the curiously still moment that followed, she thought, " It isn't
Richard; it could be anyone.'1 And remembering his words, " I'm
going to teach you what love is all about."

She remembered them, too, when she awoke in the morning. Not
at first. The sunshine on unfamiliar walls confused her. Then she
saw the pillow where Richard's head had lain, and she remembered.

She heard him moving about in the next room. For a moment she
lay still, her mind busy behind narrowed eyes. She felt oddly superior,
strangely alert. How wrong Richard was.. That was desire and
fulfilment. It had made her a wife, but it had made her a first-class
prostitute as well.
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IMMY sat down beside Gabrielle on the front steps.   It was a warm,
muggy evening, thunder and rain hovering just behind the dark.
" Dead, isn't it," Jimmy asked, " after yesterday's excitement? "
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